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That long, too long, has thinn'd this frighted land; 
Tho' Ceres heaps my loaded gran "ries fill, 

And my proud oxen graze on ev'ry hill; 

Vet my fond heart is fill'd with deepeſt cares, 

For en loves, and while he doats, deſpairs. 


An 1. 

What beauties does my nymph diſcloſe! 
Leſs fair the ſilver lily blows : 
Such bluſhes glow not on the roſe, 

As on the cheeks of Phillis. 
The other day, the green, 
I ſaw a nymph of hea eav'nly mien; 
J ran to greet the Cyprian queen, 

But found it was my Phillis, 


5 moſſy grot with ivy hound, 
here fragrant woodbines curl around, 
And daifies dapple o'er the ground, 

I fit, and murmur Phillis : 
And when the lark with dewy wings, 
To hail the morn exulting ſprings, 
I riſe, and tune the trembling ftrings, 
To praiſe my deareſt Phillis. 


When firſt I ſaw the lovely maid, 
1822 d, enraptur'd and diſmay dz 
My falt'ring tongue was quite afraid 
To teil my pangs to Phillis, , 
Then Cupid aim'd his ſharpeſt dart ; \ 
At once | felt the pleaſing ſmart; 
That very hour I loſt my heart; 
And now it dwells with Phillis, 


SCENE Il. 
Daphne and Phillis. 
"oy [Recir. ] What, ſtill in tears ? Caſt ev'ry 
fest away, 
ow, Phillis, is the firſt of May; 
the cuſtom of the fe- — 


— maar reno 


Ll [ Exit. 
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Wrinen by MOSES MENDEZ, Es 


PER SON E. 


Thyrfis is he whom 1 alone can prize : 
Shou'd any other draw my hapleſs name, 
My death ſhall witneſs how fincere my flame. 
Das. Talk not ſo wild, whate'er his face may 
Oc this, or that, tis all alike to me: Ide, 
Or grant, one chiefly truck my am'rous eye ; 
Yet truſt me, Phillis, I for none would die. 
Phil. Ah | where will gentle love a Relcer finds 
If he forſake the breaſt of womankind ? 
Als II. 
Oh. let me, unreſerv d, declare 
The dictate of my breaſt; 
My Thyrſis reigns vorivall'd there, 
An ever-welcome gueſt, 
No more our (| rightly nymphs I meets 
7 But ſeek A lonely =. 
here, ſighing to myſelf, 
Some tender tale of — 
When abſent from my longing fight, 
He is my conſtant theme; 
His ſhadowy form appears by night, 
And ſhapes the morning dream. 


Ye ſpotleſs virgins of the plain, 
Dieem not my words too free; 
For ere my paſſion you arrdign, 
You muſt have lov'd like me. 
SCENE III. Daphne. 
Recit. Unhappy giri! I know the pangs of love, 
And often figh when in the filent grove: 
My faithleſs traitor from my paſſion fled, 
And left me weeping in a loney bed. 
Henceforth my arts I Il on their ſ-x employ, 
Their vows my laughter, _ their pang my joy. 
Ars Ill 
My pride. is to hold all mankind in my chain; 


_ [riſes 


[Bxle. - 


| 


he conquelt 1 prize, tþh>* the lives I diidain z 


= 


* J'll teaze them and vex them, 
In plague and perplex them: 


Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, 
Tu ſhow. them a-woman's as cunning as they. 


Young Damon ador'd me, and Lyeon the vain, 
By turns 1 encourag'd each amorous ſwain ; 
They knelt and they trembled, 

I ſmil'd and diſſembled. ID 
Since men try all arts our weak ſex to Re 
I! ſhow thema woman's as cunning the. 
Then hear me, ye nymphs, and my counſel believe, 
Reſiſt all their wiles, the deceivers deceive; 

Their canting and whining, 

heir fighing and pining, 
Are all meant as baits our weak ſex to betray ; 

Then prove there are women as cunning as they. 


 [Fait. 
- - -$CENE IV. A Ove. 
Colin diſcovered playing on bis Pipe. 


——ů— — Alx IV. 
The drum is unbrac'd, and the trumpet no more 
Shall rouze the fierce ſoldier to fight ; 
Our meads ſhall no longer be flgated with gore, 
Nor terror diſturb the calm night. 


Once more o'er the fields golden harveſts ſhall ſhine, 


IT be olive her flow'rets increaſe; | | 
Again purple cluſters ſhall bluſh on the vine; 
Theſe, theſe are the bleſſings of peace. 


The ſhepherd ſecurely now roams thro' the glade, 
Or merrily pipes in the vale: 

The youth in ſoft numbers attempts his coy maid; 
The virgins dance blythe in the dale, 

The flow re, with gay colours, embroider the ground, 
Unpreſs'a by an enemy's feet; 

The bleatings of ſheep from the hillocks reſound, 
And the birds their trim ſonnets repeat. 


SCENE V. To him Thyrſis. 
 Thyr. [Recit.) Thrice happy Colin! you the 
whole day long | 

Teach ev'ry hill to catch your jocund ſong : 
$0 the blythe throſtle carols thro' the grove, 
is breaſt unwounded by the thorns of love. 
Col. True, Thyrſis, true; 1 ne'er could ſigh and 
And call a proud denying fair divine: [ pine, 
Fach nymph, I ſee, has got ſome charm to ſtrike, 
And thoſe who yield the ſooneſt, beſt 1 like. 
Thyr. As verdant fields the blaſted heath ſurpaſs, 
As gen'rous. corn exceeds the meaner gtaſs, 
As palms are nobler than the ſhrubs they ſhade, 
So Phillis triumphs o'er each other maid. 
Cl. I like young Doris in her ruſſet gown, 
Ripe as the pear, and as the berry brown: 
Her ruddy cheeks the cherry's hue diſplay, 
And warm, and buxom as a ſummer's day, 
Tbyr. To-morrow is the period of my fate; 
My hopes, my fears do on to-morrow wait; 
Then fortune gives me Phillis for a wife, 
Or ends my ev'ry ſuff'ring with my life. 
Col. Ye lovers much profeſs, and yet I'm told, 
Ye ſeldom long the ſame opinion hold : 
You knew young Strephon, he who on the ring 
But hearken, Thyrſis, I' the ſtory ſing. 


Alx V. 
To de ar Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
Declar'd his fx ' d paſſion, and dy'd for in ſong: 
He went one May-morning to meet in the grove, 
By her own dear appointment, this goddeſs of love; 
Mean-while in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, 
And doted on each; can a lover do more ? 


He waited, and waites, then changing his ſtrain, 
*T was fury, uA rage, ant Cufpair, and Lifuun ; 


| 9 2 8 
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| 


And leave a loſt maiden to grieve 


The fun was commanded to hide his dull light, 


{ And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd dowy. 


"Twas his-hapleſs fortune to die and adore, [tight, 
But never to change ; can a lover do more? 


Cleora, it happ'd, was by accident there ; 
No roſe-bud ſo tempting, no lily ſo fair; 
He preſs'd her white hand, next her lips he eſſay'd, 
Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil the mail! 
Her kjndly compliance his peace did reſtore; 
And dear Amaryllis was thought of no more. 
SCENE VI. 
Thyr. [ Recit.] Unhappy ſtate of theſe offending 
plains, ; 

For guilt long ſince the puniſhment jremaint: 
Not free to chuſe, our youngeſt virgihs ftand - 
The ſport of chance, for ſuch is Pan's command. 
O fortune ! to my pangs propitious prove, 


And crown with due y conſtant love. 


| [Exits 
SCENE VII. 


A1z VI. 
_ Ye nymphs of the plain who once ſaw me 
„ „ >. £2 

You aſk why in ſorrow I ſpend the whole day : 
Tis love, cruel love, that my peace did betray; 

Then crown your poor Phillis with willow. 
The bloom which once grac'd, has deſerted this 
cheek ; | 
My eyes no more 

eos 

My heart too ſo flutters I fear it will break: 
| Then crown your poor Phillis with willow. 
Ve lovers-ſo true, that attend on my-bier, 

And think that my fortune bas prov'd too ſevere; 
Ah! curb nat the figh, nor refuſe the kind tear; 
Then ſtrew all the place round with willow. 

Erect me a tomb, and engrave on it's fide, 

« Here lies a poor maiden, whoſe love was deny'd; 
* She ftrove to endure it, but could not, and dy d:“ 
Then ſhade it with cypreſs and willow. 


SCENE VIII. To ber Thyrſis. 
| Thyr. [Recit.] O lovely maiden, dearer to 1 
ſight 


ſparkle, my tongue can ſcarce 


8 

Than the gay fires that gild the gloom of night; 
Here at your feet let me tranſported own, 
How much I Phillis love, and her alone. 
| DuszT. 
Thyr. When fairies dance round on the graſs 
And revel to night's awful noon; 
O ſay, will you meet me, ſweet laſs, 

All by the clear light of the moon? 


Phil. My paſſion I ſeek not to ſcreen 
Then can I refuſe you your boon ? 
l' meet you at twelve on the green, 
All by the clear light of the moon. 


The nightingale perch'd on a thorn, 

Then charms all the plains with her tune; 
And glad of the abſence of morn, 

Salutes the pale light of the moon. 


Thyr. How ſweet is the jeſſamin grove ! 
And ſweet are the roſes of June ; 

But ſweeter's the language of love, 
Breach'd forth by the light of the moon, 


Too flow rolls the chariot of day, 
Unwilting to grant me my boon : 
Away, envious fun-ſhine, au ay, 
Give place to the light of the moon. 


P/. But ſay, will you never dect ve 
The laſs whom you conquer d too ſoon? 


* 


Alene, vy the ligh: of the Moon. 


WR 
1 


ling 


ds 


Exit. 


Ere I prove ſo fickle a loon 5 
Believe me, I'll baniſh thy fears, 
Dear maid, by the light of the moon. 
Bath. Our lobe When the ſhepherds ſhall view, 
To us they their pipes ſhall atrufic 
While we our ſoft pleaſures renew, 
Each night by the light of the moon. 


— LPN ene 


PART II. SCENE I. 
Daphne and Dorylas. | 
Der. [Recit.] WEET nymph, this token of 

my love receive, 
Tho' mean's the preſent that a ſwain can give; 
Yet ſhould a ſmile the trifling gift repay, , 
My heart will dance with pleaſure all the day. 
Dapb. I take the crook in earneſt of your love; 
At eight, preciſely, in the cheſnut grove; 
To Faunus ſpring, good Dorylas, repair, 
'Tis very likely—my warm bluſhes ny : 
'Tis very likely—[ Afide.] I ſhall not be there. 
Dor. Thrice happy Dorytas ! kind maid, adieu; 
At eight, preciſely, I'll myAvit renew. [Exir. 
| Arz VII. 
ow happy's the lover whoſe cares are no more; 
Who bids an adieu to all ſorrow ! ; 
My griefs are all huſh'd, and my torments are o er, 
For I ſhall be happy to-morrow. 


Exch flow'ret of ſpring that enamels the ground, 
From you ev'ry charm ſeems to borrow ; 

hen who will ſo bleſt or ſo happy be found, 

As I with my Daphne to-morrow. 


never am happy but when in your fight; 

Your ſmiles axe the cure of all ſorrow: 
member, deat Daphne, your promiſe to-night ; 
And I ſhall be happy to-morrow. 


SCENE Il. ? 
Dapb. Farewel, deluded ſwain, if ſmiles can gain 
uch pretty preſents, I'll ne'er frown again. 
| Alx VIII. 
ſoon hope for peace 'twixt the hawk and the dove, 
As to find it with woman and man; 
Ur prompted by hate, or incited by love, 
They both will deceive when they can. 
de ſhepherd, forgetful of oaths and of vows, 
Will run to a face that's more new; 
And often the women, or maiden, or ſpouſe, 
The very ſame method purſue. 
he youth to obtain the dear nymph he admires, 
By falſhood expreſſes his flame : 
o gain the lov'd boy who her boſom inſpires, 
Does not Cloe exactly the ſame ? 
ow juſt's the divifion ? Man's born to perſuade; 
We liſten, and think him fincere : 
ut then, has not Nature been kind to the maid ? 
She gave her the ſmile and the tear, 
itrepid as heroes, men ſnatch at their joy, 
And force us by ſtorm to comply: 
, helpleſs poor creatures, by faſhion made coy, 
Conſent when we feebly deny. 
be armies drawn out into martial array, 
The ſexes call forth all their pow'rs ; 
id if for the men goes the battle to-day, 
To-morrow the triumph is ours. 
BO. 01 ſee, young Colin caſts this way his 
ook, 
"haps he means to bring another crook. 
, would I force him to receive my yoke, 
owa that Cupid's laws are more than joke, 


| The plakets/ſhall ſtart from their ſpheres, 


Tur SHEPHERD% 'LOTTERY: 


To ber Colin.” 3 
Col. Sweet lady, tell me: Did you ſee this way 


SCENE III. 


| 
Two mitk white lambs with roſy collars ftray ? 


Daph. No, yentle youth: but 
me, W 
You greet'a village maid in terms ſo high? 
I am no lady, courteous fwain, not I. 
Col. Since you my lov'd companions have not ſeen, 
Perhaps they've wander'd to yon diſtant green: 
I'll iee. | 
Dapb. ¶ Afide.} Stay, ſhepherd, ſtay -Was ever 
ſuch a ſtupid ſwain |! 
He ſeems to eye me with a cold diſdain. | 
[To bim.] 2 time, methinks, with Colin I could 
waſte, . 
Col. Diſpatch then, quickly; I'm, in truth, in 


haſte, 
. Air IX. 
Daph. Has the arrow of Cupid ne'er lodg'd in 
your breaſt ? 
Have you wept for whole months, nor been ablets 
reſt, 
Till the fair one took pity, and bid you be bleſs'd ? 
Speak boldly the truth, my good ſhepherd. 
Col. No, that I can't brag of; but all the day 
Some miſtreſs or other has place in my ſong ; ¶ long 
My paſſion's not laſting, but tis very ſtrong. 
I ſpeak the plain truth, my good lady. 
Dapb. I doubt you're a rover; if ſo, a young 
maid 
May fear to be with you, within this thick ſhade. 
Col. Such beauties as your's need be never afraid. 
I ſpeak the plain truth, my good lady. 
Daph. Suppoſe a young ſhepherdeis, juſt of my 
ſize, ; 
An air too like mine, and a pair of ſuch eyes, 
Should like you, ſay, would you your conqueſt de- 
ſpiſe ? 
Speak boldly the truth, my good ſhepherd, 
Col. Plain-dealing's a jewel, you very well kaow z 
And therefore permit me to own ere I go, 
Such a miſtreſs as you, is at beſt, but to ſo, 
I ſpzak the plain truth, my good lady. 
Col. Farewel, gentle maiden. 
Daph. Farewel, thou dull ſwain. 
Go ſeek thy companions that brouze on the pliin. 
Both, And I care not if e'er | behold thee again. 
1 ſpeak the plain truth, &. | Exeunt ſeveraliy« 
SCENE IV. Diſcovers a Statue of Pan, near 
which is placed an Urn. Many Shepberds are — 2 
covered wwbo have drawn, flanding with the Ve- 
men Thy bave fallen to rheir Lot. 
Thyrſis and Phillis. 
Thyr. | Recit.] Arcadian Pan! whoſe happy in- 
fluence yields 
Health to our flocks, and plenty to our fields : 
If ere the thoughts of Syrinx warm'd your ſoul, 
Or when to kinder Dryvpe you ſtole, ' 
Suſpend your rage, atliit my amorous pray'r, 
And to her Thyrſis give the matchleſs fair, 
[Advances to draws 


pr'ythee cell 


AIR X. 
Phil. Goddeſs of the dimp'ling ſmile, 

Quit, ah! quit thy fav'rite iſle ; 

Crown'd with myrtle wreath, advance z 

From the hand of giddy chance 

Snatch the pow'r to make me bleſs d, 

Be ic thine to caſe my breaſt. 
In her ivory car the fair queen I behold, 
Her cygnets in trappings of purple and gold; 
Diſplaving their pinions I fee the young loves, 
All brighter than en- fhine, ul ſoft as ner dovegs 
With raptures, O Venus, I bow at thy ſhrines 
She whitpers me ſoftly, young Thytſis is thine, 


my. [Revit] O Thyrſis ! let the hills| Derb. 
| Myr. [ J: 0 Jappy : Thgote Pa CT ene de 


. 
Ft 


Tu SHEPHER 
around, | 


And every valley catch the pleafing ſound 1 
Waft it, ye breezes, to the Cyprian ſhore ; 


Thyrfic is bleſt, and aſks of fate no more. ; 
| | [ Embrace: Phillis, 
SCENE V. and Laſt. 
53 Ta them Colin and Daphne. 3 


Pbil. You come, my Daphne, in « happy hour; 
Bach cloud's diſpell'd, and tempeſts ceaſe to lour. 
. Daph. Joy to my dear, but vunexperienc'd friend! 
Who thinks that love and raptures know no end. 
Col. Joy to my Thyrſis | and to thee, my fair! 
The yoke is laſting that you're doom'd to wear, 
May Love and Hymen never be at odds! 
For both are young, and wond'rous teſty gods. 
Thyr. Haſte to the urn, there, there your fortune 
hs 
Cel. I humbly thank you, but indeed, not I; 
This kind of lott*ry does not kit my taſte; 
A wife is no ſuch mighty prize, at laſt, 


; Aiz XI. 
How giddy is youth ! yet above all advice; 
You counſel, and counſel in vain : 
try'd what is wedlock, and like it ſo well 
© That I'll! never be marry'd again. 
The ſpouſe that 1 pitch'd on was comely and young, 
And ſweet as the flow'ts of the plain : | | 
She was wiſe, as they tell me; perhaps it might be; 
But I'll never be marry'd again. 
' I ſaw the poor creature laid deep in the grave; 
My tears they came pouring like rain : 
But as ſun-ſhine, you know, will foul weather ſuc- 
I quickly recover'd again. loeeed, 
Like the caſtles of fairies, it ſeems to the fight; 
And fancy indulges the rein: 
" But alas! when you try it, tis all a mere cheat, 
And the ſame dull tale over again. 
Daph. [ Recit.] Once more, well met, polite en- 
gaging ſwain ; 
What maid but muſt adore thy ſoothing ſtrain 
| 908. 
© ſay! muſt I ſigh, and pine, my love? 
O ſay, muſt I figh, and pine? | 
You're cruel, I ſwear, 
As a tiger, or bear, 
If you don't to my wiſh incline, my love; 
If you don't to my wiſh incline. | | 


Cel. So much 1 delight in thee, my dear; 1 


So much I delight in thee | 
Thou may'ſt figh, pine, and moany 
Or may ſt let it alone; , 
*Tis all the ſame to me, my dear; 


c, I ſhould not be woch diſmiay'd, my dear ; 
I ſhould not be much diſmay'd: Th 


Deb. Since nothing, 1 and, will do, my love; 


D's PUT TER T. 
But ſpy, hould I break my beart, my love} 


Would you not be diſmay'd 
To have murder'd a mai 0 
With Cupid's keeneſt dart, my love ? 
With Coupid's keeneſt dart. | 


- 


If you think that I lye, 

Tou had better go try, 
I am not much afraid, my dear; 
I am not much afraid. 


ince nothing I find will do; 

My heart I'll break !-⸗-Äͤ 

No, I'll live for your ſake; 
And I'll live to laugh at you, my love; 

And live to laagh at you, | 
Tyr. [ Recit.] Ceaſe all your jars, while we, my 
gentle maid, 

Purſue true pleaſure in the roſy fade: 


But haſten, ſwains, your annual homage pay, k 
And hail with jolly ſounds the youthful May. ö 
Al XII. | 


Thyr. Now the ſnow-Crop lifts her head; 
Cowſlips riſe from golden bed; 
Silver lilies paint the grove : 
Welcome May, and welcome love. 

Phil. Hark ! the merry finches fing, 
Heralds of the blooming ſpring ; 
And the artleſs turtle-dove 
Cooes at once to May and love, 

Tyr. Long the clay-cold maid denies, 
Nor regard's her ſhepherd's fighs : 
Now your fond petitions move, 
May's the ſeaſon form'd for love. 

Phil. While adown the Nopy hill 
Tinkles ſoft the guſhing rill, , 
Balmy ſcents perfume the grove, 
May unbends the ſoul to love. 

Daph. Now the bee, on filv'ry wings, 
Flow'ry ſpoils unweary'd brings; 
Spoils that nymphs and ſwains approve, 
Soft as May, and ſweet as love. 

And the ſwallow's chirping brood, 
Skim around the chryſtal flood: 
Then in wanton circlets rove, 
Playful as the god of love. 


Col. On the fair that deck our iſle, 
May each grace and virtue ſmile! 
And our happy ſhepherds prove 
Days of eaſe, and nights of love. 
[Exeunt en 


*Tis all the ſame to me. 2 . 
4 R= 


45 4 Dance of Sbepberdi, Ec. 


